MY  BALLOON                             II

generosity of M. Chauchard) the children of customers
who visited the Magasin du Louvre were presented
with large balloons bearing upon their elastic encase-
ment an enormous cock, pink and Gallic. I was
delighted at receiving this balloon and returned to
the Embassy clasping in an excited hand the white
string at the other end of which my huge balloon
tugged and bounded. So warm was my emotion, so
volatile was the balloon, so evasive was the string
that held it, that on reaching the hall of the Embassy
the string slipped through my heated hand and the
balloon rose slowly to the very point where the centre
of the ceiling dominated that sweep of staircase. The
balustrade of this staircase was graced at intervals by
medallions of the Roi Soleil in a series of golden sun-
bursts. My balloon bumped impudently two or three
times against the ceiling and then came to obstinate
and aspirative rest. Its string dangled umbilical and
shaming,

I was distressed at the momentary loss of my
balloon and was glad to observe that Miss Plimsoll
took the situation with fitting seriousness. She
summoned the footmen who were lounging in the
outer hall * Galons/ she exclaimed, c viens id.'
Although somewhat startled by this anglican method
of approach, the footmen advanced with powdered
dignity towards the well of the staircase. Miss Plim-
soll pointed upwards. On observing my balloon
resting in the very centre of the ceiling their calm
gave place to agitation. They summoned Mr. Nowell,
who, ever since those distant Ottawa and Calcutta
days, had acted as steward to my uncle. Mr. Nowell
(a forcibly bearded man in the style of Parnell) was